44                PAOLO AND FRANCESCA
More difficult it grows to leave your side.
I, like a miser, run my fingers through
Your hair: yet tears are lately in your eyes!
What little grief perplexes you, my child ?
FRANC. I cannot tell, but suffer me to seek
The Lady Mother of the convent.
Gio.                                           Yet
You shall not stir alone.   I have a fear.
[To ATTENDANTS.
Follow your mistress, and escort her back.
[Exit FRANCESCA, NITA and escort.   Lu-
CREZIA dismisses LADIES and comes
down to GIOVANNI.
Gio, [Looking after FRANCESCA.]    The peril,
ah! the peril 1
Luc.                     What is this ?
Gio. Sit, then, and listen.    You first  sowed
in me
The apprehension of Francesca's youth.
Luc. O, I but said------